

THE LONG SHARP FANGS OF THE 
RATTLESNAKE ARE LIKE HOLLOW 
NEEPLES. WHEN THEY PIERCE A 
VICTIM. POISON IS INJECTEP THRU 
THEM INTO THE BL OOP STREAM. 
THE SNAKE-5 TONGUE IS ONLY A 
FEELER ANP IS NOT POISONOUS. 


A MAN SLEEPING ON THE 6R0UNP 
RATTLESNAKES AWAY. MANY TRIALS 
THAT THEY CARE LITTLE OR NOTHING A 


HOPI 5NAKE. PANCE 


THE RATTLESNAKE IS TO BE FOUNP ALL OVER THE COW 
COUNTRY. IT IS A NUISANCE ANP A PANGER TO THE 
MEN ANP ANIMALS WHERE EVER IT IS FOUNP. IT 
LIES COILEP UP IN THE SHAPE OF THE SAGE BRU5H 
OR UNPER ROCKS OR IN OLP BUILDINGS REAPY TO 
STRIKE AT ANYTHING THAT COMES NEAR. THERE IS 
USUALLY A WARNING RATTLE BEFORE IT STRIKES BUT 
EVERY COWMAN KNOWS THAT THERE VERY OMEN ISN'T. 


GABBY HAYES Volume 1, Number 53 

Published bimonthly by Charlton Comica Group. Executive offices and office of publication 

Conn. Copyright 2355 by Charlton Comics Group. 


April. 1955 

Charlton Building. Derby, 
Printed in the U.S.A. 




N H 


head mihewort# ie bewi cm gettTno SafabyS 


No wonder terrar grips the range, and strand _ 
men cower before THE HEADLESS HORSEMAN ' 


SIX GUN HEROES. 


ALL OF VOUR: FAVORITE STA&S 
TN THRILLING ACTION/// 






Ytner'6 THAT ) 

uo/se° > -x 

SOUNDS \ LOOK IT j 
LIKE A SICK | WHAT’S 
COYOTE ! J com NS. 


N-NO WANT 
EVER SCARED 
G-SABBY HAYES/ 
I'LL GO DOWN 
FIGHTING / 


IT MUST B-BE A 
g— ^ H-HANT/ 




NO YOU 
DON'T, MY 
FRIEND/ 


LbATER — ( NOTHING TO SIT, E 

— \ SCAREO ABOUT/ 

OH.' WHAT ) I JEST LOOKED Hl/V\ 
AN AWFUL IN THE EYE, AND 
EXPERIENCE i ) TOLD HIM TO , t# 
^ SA SKEEPADOLE/ JM 


REMEMBER/ 

BEWARE 

THE RIVER 
VALLEY/ 


DIS DIRT HOSS; 
WE'RE TAKING , 
THE LONS , tf 
WAY HOME.' & 


BEWARE THE RIVER 
VALLEY/ KEEP OUT-- 

Oft DIE / ^ 







I GUESS V 

GABBY WON'T /THAT'S TWICET > 
BRAS SO \ THE CUSSED J 
MUCH NOW.' yHAlDLESS HOMBSBi 

Y-, , ^HAS HOOMILIATED , 

1/ ( ME.' DINSBUST J 

VJ > IT.' I CRAVES ^ 

' l REVENGE Z 


HMM....DUCK FEATHERS; 
MUST OF BRUSHED OFF 
THE HOMBRE WHO ‘ . 

, SLUGGED ME L j 


HE MADE A 
PLUMB FOOL 
■ OF YUH, - 
GABBY .' / 


''YSOW.' V 

ITS THE HAIDLESS 
HORSEMAN AND 
WES SPITTING 
LEAD.' 

WvAA<S-H/y 


iT ONLY ONE DUCK FARM i 

HEREABOUTS, ANO , A 
THAT’S ON HANK CHARES 
RANCH i I RECKON I’LL 
RAY HIM A LEETLE 
r\ VJSfTi 


UvUEANWHILE. THE HEADLESS HORSE- 
MAN RUNS WILD ON THE RIVER VALLEY 
GRAZING RANGE l 


■ YUH CAN'T , 
FISHT HANTS.' 
RUN FOR YORE 
aves i V 


Bang/ 


®wS2 

P 1 , 

i 



WHATS CAUSING ALL 
THE COMMOTION IN THE 
REEDS ? ._> 


I'VE EARNED A REST.' ^ 
SCARING THESE COWPOKES 
IS NO EASY JOB " 


I WARNEQ YOU TO BEWARE 
NOW YOU MUST DIE '•r—. 


ITS THAT 
NUISANCE, 
SABBY 
HAVES l 


J SHUT YORE FOOL 
MOUTHS DADBURN IT.' 
GIMME A CHANCE TO 
SNEAK UP TO THE ^ 
HOUSE AND , \ . 
'-—tINVESTISAT’E .) .M. 


SHUSH , 


',r<rO<‘ 




ONE SWAT ON YORE JAW ' 
WILL KNOCK YUH INTO THE 
-r NEXT COUNTY L A 






we'll jest have ^ 

TO KEEP OFF THE 
PUBLIC GRAZING ■ 
LANDS IN THE RIVES 
VALLE/' APPEARS . 
TO BE THE HAID- 
LESG HOMBRE'S . 
OWN TERRITORY i 


IT DON'T PAY TO BUCK 
THE HAIDLESS HORSEMAN . 


t ITS SHORE 
GONNA BS 
'HARD ON MY 
\CATTLE l t 
■'COUNTED ON 
) THAT . 

/ GRASS.' / 


TO FREE HIMSELF 1 BV THE NEXT 
DAY, WORD HAS SPREAO OF HIS 
ABSENCE FROM THE BAR NOTHIN! 


* SHORE IS A SHAME ABOUT V 
PORE OLE GABBY 1 HIS HEART J 
WAS ALMOST AS BIG 
HIS MOUTH • 

.JEEP STORE 


I'VE WON l ALL TEN THOUSAND 
5-— ———i ACRES OF THE , 
r BRRR.' \ PUBLIC GRAZING 4 
THAT FIRE VaREA ARE UfMPETR 

looks Plumb ( my control.' 

PURTY ..A- P~ 


OTEAN WHILE, COLD ANO MUDDY, 
GABBY FINALLY EMERGES FROM 
. ..-.THE POND \ 


I GOTTA WARM UP SOMEHOW i 
IF IT LOOKS SAFE, I’LL SUP 
INTO THAT HOUSE AND MAKE 
—* A FIRE ' y~ — “t 


8RRR i got 

THE CHILLS.' . 


BLAST IT l 

DON'T YOU 
EVER STAY 
PUT? ^ 



AH.'CHOOl 

CONSARN THIS 
DIWGBUSTE O 
SNEEZING ' J 


GABBY COWES TO JUST IN TIME ■ 


YOU'RE A STUB8QRN > 
OPPONENTT&UT IU. /WAKE 
SUCH A GRUESOME EXAMPLE 
OP YOU THAT ALU OTHERS - 
WILL BEWARE OF ME f S 


I'LL PUT YOUR % 
HEAD ON THIS 
CHOPPING BLOCK. 


I U. DISPLAY TOUK. 

HEAD AS A WARNING I AWK l 
TO OTHERS TO KEEP-/ WAIT A 
OUT OF RIVER SECOND, 

VALLEY y-y — — A PARD' 


X KNOW YO RE ABLE TO 
UVE WITHOUT A HEAD, BUT 
X DON'T WANT TO TRY IT.' 


•* YOU HAVE NO 
CHOICE.' PLEASE 
HOLD YOUR HEAD 
STILL .' I HATE TO 
DO A SLOPPY JOB 1 





MOTE TO DISAPPOINT 
YUH/BUT I'M TOO PURTY 
j TO CUB l y 


THAT MUD MADE ME J 
AS SLIPPERY AS A *> 
GREASED PI© THERE 

SO AAY FOOT S 

HOBBLES i -£“T 


ANOTHER SLASH OF THE SWORD CUTS 
THE ROPES AROUND SAB3VS WRISTS/ 


WHEW ! IF ONLY MY HANDS WERE 
FREE, I COULD PUT UP A BATTLE/ 


THANKS, YU H 
OSNERYSDE- 
WINDER, 







GATHER 'ROUND, 
FOLKS, FERTHE 
UNVEILING - 


it's ^ 

HANK O'HARE . 


SHERIFF 


SHERIFF 


YEP.' WITH EVERYBODY ^ 

\ SCARED AWAY IT WOULD 
\ HAVE BEEN LIKE OWNING 

I A BIS RANCH, BUT * 

' GABBY RUINT IT.' /"\~s 


YIPPEE 
HURRAY PER 
.GABBY 


RECKON YUH 
AIMED TO HOS 
THE PUBLIC 
GRAZING LAND 
FER YORESELF; 
EH, HANK? . 


SHUCKS, IT WAS EASY > 
NATCH ELLY, I WAS SMARTER. 
THAN HANK, BECAUSE I , 
USED MY HAID, AND HE / 
■ DIDN'T.' ^ 


73 ARSON CITv; NEVA CPA, 
IS FURTHER WEST 
THAN LOS ANGELES. 

I I True n Folse 


\ CRHE IS 
AN INDIAN 
TRIBE. 

J True f~~[ Folse 


!itn 

In’.. _ 

w 

ll 





«®UNG FALCON, LONE 
LHHUNTSMAN OF THE 
WOODS, STOPS AT THE 
TRIBAL CAMP OF SOME 
FRIEND'S. 1 IT IS THE 
SEASON WHEN THE INDIAN 
TRIBES HAVE AMASSED 
THE SUMMER’S TRAPPINGS 
OF FURS TO TARE THEM 
TO MARKET to sell; 
YOUNG FALCON WONDERS 
HOW HIS FRIENDS ,H4Y£ 
FARED! BUT ENTERING 
THE CAME HE FINDS A 
STRANGE SIGHT AS— 


I CANNOT WANE ANY OF 
THEM! THEY ARE ALL 
STRANGELY SLEEPING ! 
BUT THE SUN IS HIGH 
AND THIS IS NOT A 
TIME FOR SLEEP! > 


T0OUNG FALCON PEERS INTO THE 
Lf HALF-DARKNESS OP A TEPEE, WHEN 
SUDDENLY, FROM ONE SIDE — .' 


fcpj.N G FALCON IS DOWNED — 
J UNCONSCIOUS / LATER— HE 
WAKENS SLOWLY AND RECALLS 


THE TRIBAL KETTLE STILL 
BURNS, AND THEIR DISHES 
OF FOOD LAY ABOUT/ 
YET EVEN CHIEF RED . 
HORSE, HE RE. SL EEPS! 


OOOH, My HEAD! WHAT A BLOW.' 
AND MY FRIENDS, THEY ARE STILL 
IN THAT STRANGE SLEEP! I WILL 
TRY WAKING THE CHIEF AGAIN! 


NOTHING IN — OOfJ 




HIS VMS, THE CHIEF WAKENS, AND STILL HALE- 

dazed, ;mi.$ young falcon his story- 


THE MAW WAS SO HUNGRY HE HOVERED BESIDE 
THE TRIBAL SETTLE TILL WE SAVE H/M A PISH 
OF FOOD) THEN WE ALL SAT DOWN TO OUR , 
MEAL! I RECALL SUDDENLY FEELING VERY SLEEPY— 


WE WERE ABOUT TO HAVE 
THE NOONDAY MEAL WHEN 
A TRAVELER APPEARED. 1 HE 
WAS WEARY AND ASKED FOR 
AID! OF COURSE, WE OFFERED 
HIM SOME FOOD- v 


(IFEEL MUCH BETTER, | 


THANKS TO YOUR 
HOSPITALITY! 


TmS PLAIN THAT, WHILE 

NO ONE WATCHED, HE 
THREW SOME KIND OF 
DRUG -INTO THE TRIBAL 
IT MADE EVERY- 


I KNOW NOT WHY 1 

HE WOULD DO THIS.' 
PERHAPS, HE WANTED 
TO STEAL SOMETHING.^ 


STEAL) COME. 
QUICKLY, TO THE 
STOREHOUSE! our 
SEASON'S TRAPPINGS 
Or FUSS ARE THERE j. 


AND THAT'S THE LAST I 
REMEMBER TILL YOU WAKENED 
ME/ NOW, I SEE I WAS NOT 
ALONE IN FALLING ASLEEP) 
THE REST, OF MY PEOPLE STILL 
SLUMBER/ AND THIS TRAVELER, 
. HE IS GONE J .. 


KETTLE) 

ONE FALL ASLEEP AFTER 
EATING. WHILE HE ONLY. 
WATCHED AND WAITED. 1 ■ 


0O/Je! EVERY ONE OF OUR 
FURS STOLEN) SO, THIS 
EXPLAINS IT) ^ 


Soon after, young falcon 

? HURRIES THROUGH THE FORESTS— 


WE WILL NEVER CATCH 
THAT COYOTE) LOOK. 
MY BRAVES STILL SLEEP 
EVEN IF THEY WAKE, THE 
DRUG WILL BE HEAVY 
UPON THEM, AS IT IS 
ON ME, VET) > 


i w/aGo 
AFTER THIS. 
TRAVELER'. 
YES, I HAVE 
A LITTLE 
SOMETHING TO 
SETTLE WITH 
.HIM, TOO*/ 


B£>ONP HIGH RIDGE IS THE 
TRIBAL CAMP OF THE ONAVONTAS 
TRIBE) THEY, TOO WILL HAVE « 


IKItt:: 1 HC7, 1UU WILL HAVE 

THEIR SEASON'S FURS STORED 
FOR SELLING, AND X WAGER 
THAT TRAVELER. WILL TURN 7 
v. UP THERE) } — arrgg 



1m >OUNS fAiCOH REACHED THE ONAVONTA 

' cam the evening meal is hear-rzavy awp 

7fMm.mWSAlV.BAVi AVSIVEV, SO— 


THAW K 
YOU, 
CHIEF 


HE HAS HO SACK] HE MUST HAVE ] 
THE FUSE STOREV SOMEPLACE l I 
I (CANNOT ACCUSE WITHOUT 
EVIDENCE 1 . SO,- 1 Will -REMAIfJ. 
SILENT ANP SEE WHAT HAPPENS! j 


'oTcOuisE, YOUNG > 

WAVE! 5EE, THAT UAH, 


1 COME A LONG WAV, 
O CHIEF, ANP I AM 
WEAey; Awy x rkt 
■WITH' JOUR "PEOPLE y. 


PKAVE. rte, iimi (Wire, 

TOO, RAU5E5 WITH US'., 

WE ARE ABOUT TO EAT! 

X WILL 5£E YOU PARTAKE 
WITH US! > 


THE WAVES FALL 
ASLEEP ALREAPY! 
im ILL APPEAR . 
i TO PO THE SAMEL 


SLEEP, VOUWS FALLOW WATCHES 


U SOME POOP. BUT THEN, 
WHILE HO OHE WATCHES- 


Ki fLeer, yuurvu t-flLU jn ( 
THE TRAVELER RISE, AND- 


HE HEAPS FOR THE TEPEE WHERE THE 
TRIBE'S FURS APE STOREP, WOW THAT 
EVERYONE'S ASLEEP! I WILL LET 
HIM TAKE THE FURS ANV FOLLOW 
HIM! HE’LL LEAP ME TO WHERE 
. HE'S HIDDEN THE OTHERS! J 


THE TRAVELER HAS APPARENTLY 
BEE W AT THE TRIBAL KETTLE 
ALREADY! I SHALL 6ET RIP , 
OF THIS FCOP IW MyoiW WAy.' 
I NOTICE THE TRAVELER HAS 
FOOV—BUT EATS NOT! s 








I&ATER, AFTER TURNING THE THIEVES OVER TO THE SHERIFF 

I'.ki ■mum -rue ^uieee /-*ie tuc Tu/n TPinci -nJSlD 


PRAIRIE POGS, YOUR LITTLE | 

game & om\ you E Mexr i 

stop ^ JAii. .V Tpn\: y 


IN TOWN, THE CHIEFS OF THE TWO TRIBES PESTOW THEIR 


THANKS UPON YOUNG FALCON- 


YOU HAVE TAUGHT 
US THERE IS A L WAVS 
600P TO COUNTER- 
ACT EVIL] __ j 


m vou not 

FORGET THERE ARE 
EVIL AS WELL AS , 
600P TRAVELERS^ 


THANKS TO VOU, 
OUR FURS ARE 
OURS ONCE AGAIN 
TO SELL] , 



•"- 1 PlNGBUST IT.' i 
Soon as i grab 

ft LEETLE SHUTEYE 
THAT SPROUT (SETS 
-» INTO TROUBLE.' 


LANP SAKES, GABBY ! 
WHY SET SO HET UP! 
' I ONLY SAIP TIPPY 
WENT HUNTING FOR 
EAGLE EGOS AT — 
C EAGLE ROCK 


Xyabby may be \ 
( a comical ole ' 
: waddy, but you can’t 
laugh him off, as 
three outlaws discover 
when they almost 
DIE Laughing in 

\ GUNSM0M at / 

\jmxtmjk 


IF TIPPY STUMBLES 
ACROSS THEM VARMINTS, 
THEY’tL KILL HIM .' ■ 


I’VE A HUNCH 
I MEBBE THEY HOLEP 
UP AT EAGLE ROCK Is 
IT’S GOOP S 
—7 HIPE-OUT ) 

1 V COUNTRY.' > 


GOOP GRIEF < 
YOU PON’T MEAN 
THE ESCAPEP V 
OUTLAWS ? j > 


PIPN’T YUH EVER 

HEAR OF HEARTLESS 
McGUE ANP HIS - 
f CUT-THROAT , 
PARPS?JBg| 


£>RKER IS THE ONLY HORSE IN THE 
WEST WHO KNEELS WHILE HIS 


MASTER MOUNTS 


i 

| 




pABBY PASSES THE SLEEPING BOY WITHOUT SEEING HIM. 


I RECKON I’LL 
. REST A MITE. 


THAT LEETLE MONKEY 
MUST HAVE CLIMBED , 
CLEAR TO THE r— ^\ 
— « TOP.' — 


WHEW.' TWENTY FEET MORE 
AND I’LL REACH THE PEAK.' 
I’VE CLIMBED A THOUSAND 
-FEET.' C PUFF') , ' 


VAMOOSE.' 

SKEDADDLE. 


PALLS Of FIRS ' 

THEM IPJIT EAGLES 
IS FIGHTING MAD.' < 
THEY MUST THINK ) 
1 WANT THEIR 
DRATTED EGG.' J/A 



isov/j 

MY WHISKERS. 


IF THEM PINGBU5TED BIRDS 
KNOCK ME OFF THIS LEDGE, 
I’LL DROP A THOUSAND FEET. 


STAND BACK, 
yUH LOCO 
V CRITTERS.' 


A VISITOR TO OUR 
HIDE-OUT.' WELCOME, 
— STRANGER - 


LOOK OUT.' 
HE’S GOT A 

CANNON . 


HEARTLESS 

MeGUE.' 



SABBV’S BELLOWING ALARMS 
HEARTLESS MeGUE AND HiS MEN. 


WHAT’S ALL 
THAT SCREECHING, 
HEARTLESS ? 


I AIM TO 
FIND OUT. 


KEEP AWAY FROM 
THE EDGE, MEN.' J, 
THAT KIND OF 
•HARDWARE IS S 
PLUMB <gf§§| 
DA N GEROU S 


£ MY HUNCH 
ABOUT 
HEARTLESS 
WAS RIGHT.' 




HAND OVER THAT BOY, 

or x’li. plug yuh.! r - 


HAW.'f /AW.' THE LOCO MAVERICK* 
AIN'T OOT NO <5UN.'^/-—— ^ 

"T ha w. 1 haw -!yvr — rn ~ ’ 


QUIT YORE RAVIN©. 
WE PON’T LIKE 
SNOOPERS UP J 
, HERE , — 


,£ANWHILE>'TH£ SOU NO OF THE 
'BATTLE HAS AWAKENED TIPPY.., 


WHERE’S 
THE BOY? 


IF YUH HURT 
THAT BOY I’LL 
PULVERIZE YORE 
ORNERY HIDES.' 


GOLLY.' . 
WHAT’S " 
GOING ON 
UP THERE ? 


DON’T WASTE 
LEAP ON THIS 
OLE BAG OF _ 
jT? BONES 


FLING HIM OFF 
» THE ROCK T 


DlNGBUST IT.' 
I’LL COME BACK 
TO HAUNT/ YUH.' 




GOOD THING ■ 
FER GABBY HE 
TAUGHT ME r 
HOW TO USE S 
A ROPE / 


wal, i’ll be 

HORNSWOGGLEP. 


HALF! 

HALF! 


\ IT’S KIND OF 
/ HOOMILIATIN’ 
THOUGH — 

A GROWN MAN 
. SAVED BY A 
to LEETLE 
MAVERICK/ 


TIPPY. 


THANKS, TIP/ 

I RECKON YUH 
SAVED MY _« 
ORNERY V 
#sa LIFE/ JB 


PADBURN IT.' THIS 
COULD RUIN MY 
REPPYTATION / 
EVEN TIPPY WILL 
THINK I’M JEST 
_ A HELPLESS • 
> OLE FOOL / j- 


STAY HERE, TIPPY/ 
I’ll show yum u rr 


DON’T, GABBY/ 
IT’S THREE < - 
*~r AGAINST ^ 
A. ONE! 1 


THE ODDS IS ALL 
ON MY SIDE, TIPPY, 
BECAUSE WHEN, I’M 
FIGHTING MAD I’M 
WORTH FIVE MEN / 


I’LL SHOW YUH HOW 
A REAL MAN 
HANDLES THREE ) Im 
DESPERADOES 



HE’S AWFUL BRAVE 
X WISH I COULP 
y HELP HIM ! -4 


AN EAGLE * 

EGO AIN’T MUCH, 
BUT IT MIGHT - 
' COME iN < 
"V HANPY.' 


JHE PARENT EAGLES, OFF HUNT* 
i ING, SEE THE ROBBERY.* 
ANGRILY, THEY SCREECH BACK 
TOWARP EAGLE ROCK ! 


IT’S NO USE.* 
YUH CAN’T KILL 
HAUNTS * . 


y^gow 


TMUNPERAtlON * 

7 I'M OUT OF 
\.AM MUNITION .* y 


YUH WON’T BE IN 
A HURRY ANY 
MORE.OLE TIMER . 1 

I AIM TO SHET 
TV., THAT BIG 
MOUTH, 

J^APERMANENTLY , 1 


THAT’S WHAT I GIT FER ^ 
BEING IN SECH AN ALL-FlREP 
- — HURRY ‘ . 





LOBO KILLER 

A “ Buck Desmond ” Story 


O NE autumn morning, the lobo killer 
struck for the first time. Pedro Martinez, 
a Lampasas Valley sheepherder, was clambering 
down over a sparsely foliaged slope when he 
saw fifteen of his best lambs lying dead. Their 
throats were pitifully torn — the work of a 
wolf or mountain lion. Looking up, the sheep- 
herder saw the killer racing away in the 
distance. It was a huge black wolf, padding 
swiftly through the underbrush. Desperately, 
Martinez ran to get his gun. But, by the time 
he returned, the beast had long disappeared 
in the hills. 

Up and down the valley floor, the story was 
the same. Calves, mares, colts . . . all fell 
victim to the savage killer. And then old Jud 
Baker showed up with frightening news, news 
that spread like wildfire among the scattered 
ranches and farms of the valley. 

“I was riding along the valley road,” the 
white-haired rancher said, “when I saw him. 
Just for a second — not long enough to shoot. 
But I could see that he was slavering white 
from his jaws . . . and his eyes were wild. 
He’s plumb loco, I tell you. He’s got rabies!” 

Swiftly, the men of the valley assembled — 
and with them the rambling cowboy, Buck 
Desmond, who had been riding through when 
the wolf struck for the first time. 

“This is real bad, gents,” Buck said. “I 
reckon you know what it means when a wolf 
goes loco. He won’t stop at anything. He’ll 
attack livestock and people! All he has to do 
is nip you, and his poison’ll get into you. 
And if he bites one of the dogs on any of 
these ranches — why, you’re practically certain 
to have a rabies epidemic!” 

Somberly, the ranchers nodded. One of them, 
hahd-rolling a twisted cigarette, tucked the 
makings into his pocket. “What do you reckon 
we ought to do, Buck?” 

Buck Desmond’s jaw tightened. “Go out and 
get him,” he said. “Saddle up, every mother’s 
son'. Comb the flatlands and the slopes and the 
ridges until we find that crazy killer and finish 


, him off! This valley won’t be safe until we do!” 

BUCK’S ADVICE was good, and the ran- 
chers and farmers took it. 

Dividing up the region into rough sectors, 
they split up, riding away in pairs. Buck, 
assigned to cover several canyons in the upper 
end of the valley, found himself paired up with 
young Clint Baker, old Jud Baker’s son. To- 
gether, they, rode along, keen eyes exploring 
every inch of the land, searching behind every 
clump of grass and mesquite, questioning every 
moving thing. 

As he rode, Buck found his eyes turning to 
young Clint more and more. For the boy, while 
he had said nothing, seemed to be growing in- 
creasingly tense and nervous! His hand clung 
tightly to his carbine, and his lips were pressed 
together in a thin bloodless line. From time to 
time, his eyes flickered wildly from side to 
side. Once, when a cottontail sprang out from 
beside a bush, he began to cry aloud in terror 
— until he saw what it really was. 

“Let’s stop here for a second,” Buck said, in- 
dicating a tall cottonwood that threw a cool 
shade on the hot canyon floor. 

His blue eyes indicated his sympathy and 
understanding. His lean brown hand gripped 
the youth’s shoulder reassuringly. “This job 
bother you, Clint?” he asked. “How old are 
you, son?” 

“Sixteen,” Clint Baker replied. “It’s not 
that . . .” he said. “Ordinarily, I’m not afraid 
of most things. Riding a salty bronc, or haz- 
ing ornery longhorns — that’s all right . . 
Then his mouth twisted. “But I— I’m plumb 
sick and afraid of wolves,” he said. “I had a 
ruckus with one when I was about eight years 
old. Another fella and myself were camping 
out when a big black one attacked us. Slashed 
my pal’s throat. Killed him. I — I managed to 
wing him with my twenty-two gun. Just clip- 
ped one ear, but he got scared and .ran off . . ." 

“I see,” Buck podded. “And since then. 


you’ve been leery of wolves . . 

“Yes!” the boy said quietly. “I can’t explain 
it — but just the thought of them terrifies me! 
Pa knows it. I pleaded with him not to make 
me come along. But he laid down the law. He 
said the only way I could get over being a 
coward about wolves was to go after them— 
try and get one! That’s why I’m here!” 

Buck grinned. 

“I see . . .” he said. “Well, stick close by 
me, son, and we’ll see what happens. Chances 
are this old loco varmint has skedaddled out 
of the valley by now, anyway!” 

But the rabjes-crazed wolf had not fled the 
Lampasas land! 

For, half an hour later, as they kneed their 
dusty ponies up a narrow bend in the trail, 
Buck suddenly rose in his stirrups. His arm 
shot out at a form lying by a huge boulder. 

"Look there!” 

It was a dead steer, throat slashed by cruel 
fangs! And the flies had scarcely begun to 
settle on the carcass! The kill was only 
minutes old! 

“Quick !” husked Buck, reining his bronc off 
the trail toward the slain animal. “This is the 
work of that loco wolf, and he must be right 
around!” Side by side the man and the boy 
loped toward the steer. Buck's desert-trained 
eyes caught a smear of blood on the boulder, 
and another against a leaf, further up the slope. 
Together, they raced up the incline, hot on the 
trail. It was then that it happened! 


THERE WAS A SAVAGE, throaty snarl, 
and a black form launched itself from the un- 
derbrush straight at them! It was the loco 
wolf — huge and powerfully muscled, eyes 
gleaming yellow, white foam dripping from 
long, razor-like fangs! Straight at Buck’s 
horse, the killer lunged! With a shrill whinny 
of fear, the broric reared back, twisting wildly. 
At the same moment, Clint Baker, dropping 
his gun, spurred his pony away, averting the 
charge of the vicious beast! 

As Buck’s horse reared high in the air, the 
rambling cowhand sawed at the reins, trying 
to bring the bronc under control. But so terri- 
fied was the bay that, twisting to the side, it 
fell back. Unable to spririg clear, Buck was 
partly pinned beneath the struggling horse! 

Now the giant wolf, growling deep in his 
throat, whirled about. He had missed, in his 
first furious charge. But now the man was help- 
less, trapped beneath the horse that was fight- 
ing to rise. Sweat rolling down his forehead, 
Buck reached furiously for his carbine, on the 


underside of the horse. He could not get his 
arm under — and all the while, the wolf was 
coming closer and closer! 

The wolf was flattened close to the ground 
now, tail lashing from side to side, crouching, 
ready to spring! All at once, with a~ bestial 
growl, gathering all its steel-muscled strength, 
the crazed lobo sprang toward Buck! 

But at that moment, another form lunged 
into Buck’s vision! It was Clint Baker. In the 
split second before the wolf’s mighty -jaws could 
rip Buck’s helpless throat,, the rancher’s son 
flung himself in its path. In desperation, his 
young hands clutched the beast's furry neck, 
holding his fangs away at arm's length! To- 
gether, the two rolled over and over — the wolf- 
struggling to slash his human enemy, the boy 
trying as valiantly to prevent' the bite that would 
mean almost certain death! 

At this moment. Buck’s horse managed to 
regain his footing and pull himself up. Swiftly, 
the rambling cowboy gripped his carbine, 
brought it to bear. For a moment, the wolf’s 
huge head was brought in profile. Buck squeez- 
ed thectrigger. 

A shot echoed through the canyon, and the 
wolf fell back — lifeless. Trembling, Clint 
Baker pased a white hand over his forehead. 
“H-he almost killed y-you. Buck,” he whis- 
pered. 

Buck rose painfully and limped over to the 
youth. He put his arm around his shoulder. 
“He would have killed me,” he said, “if you 
hadn’t turned around and come back! You’d 
dropped your gun; it was practically sure 
death to do it! And you could just have run 
away . . .” 

C LINT BAKER slowly shook his head 
from side to side. “No, I couldn’t,” he 
said hesitatingly. “I — I realized I had to 
square a debt. You remember, I told you 
about this buddy of mine that had been killed 
by a lobo years before? And how I just man- 
aged to wing that ’wolf wit^i my twenty-two?” 
Buck nodded wonderingly. 

“But what does that — ■” 

Clint Baker pointed a slender finger down 
at theslain lobo. Lying against the sand, they 
could see that its right ear had a jagged wound 
in it. It looked like, an old sear, .o_ne . that had 
been made years before. It was the kind of 
wound that might have been made fry a boy’s 
twenty-two . . . 

THE END 



> Dingbust it, bull pros, 
QUIT YORE UGLY CROAKING. 
yUH’LL DRIVE ’EM A WAY 
AFORE X MAKE My ,*T 
^—7 OWN PALAVER.' 7 


LASSO THEM 
GALLOPING JAWS 
TOGETHER, yuH < 
QLE S POUTER.' 

I AIM TQ SAy My 
.PIECE FIRST.' ^ 


Crabby Hayes and 
Bullfrog Banks, battle 
to speak first before 
the council of the 
Antelope tribe, but the 
gloomy chieftains can 
think of nothing but 
that fabulous creature, 
that rare and elusive 
omen of §ood luck, 

\lVj WHITE AHltlWf/, 


DRAT yORE J 
ORNERY HIDE.' 
I’LL FLING- YUH 
CLEAR BACK TO 
YORE POND, 
BULLFROGS J 


LI55EN, CHIEFS 

AS THE FOREMAN | ONLY 
OF THE BAR NOTHING- /ONE WAY 
RANCH I — pJ^TO SHET 
Vw \ THAT BUSY 

7 , C MOUTH .' 


S3RP 



-i ffiT_ . ~ ' | 







jgUl 





CHIEF, I WANT THAT 
THAT LAND FER MY 
T CATTLE AND THAR’S 
ONLY ROOM PER 
Ex ONE HERO ,'r r " 


CHIEF, I WANT 
PERMISSION TO 
FATTEN UP BAR 
NOTHING OATTLE ON 
YORE RESERVATION . 
GRAZING 
LANDS .''Aa 


MUCH FOOLISH; 
STOP, WHITE 
, MAN.' j 



IF WE CAPTURE LIVE 
WHITE ANTELOPE, < 
HAPPY TIMES WILL J 
COME.' IF NO SET <' 
WHITE ANTELOPE, 7 

EVIL PAYS , 

AHEAD y . — ' ^ 


7 MUCH BAD.' 
(OUR BRAVES 
) NO FIND 
WHITE ANTELOPE! 
TIME GROW 

-7 short.' , — • 


WHITE MAN WASTE 
TIME .' THIS IS YEAR OF 
WHITE ANTELOPE.' < 
NOTHIH& MATTERS , 
BUT THE WHITE 
, ANTELOPE.' 7 


THE BAR NOTHING 
HERD NEEDS 
IT MOST.' 7^ 


WE’LL SEE, 
PARD.< 


/ AIM TO 
CATCH THE 
WHITE 
ANTELOPE.' 


WAL, ALL r GOTTA ) ONLY 

DO IS GET A WHITE S ONE 
ANTELOPE.'THE CHIEF.) CATCH 
WILL BE SO HAPPY \ GABBY 
HE’LL GIVE THE BAR 
NOTHING THE / 

GRAZING LANDS.*/ / 


(?REAT EVIL COME 
NEAR.' WE NO TALK 
BUSINESS AT TIME 
LIKE THIS ' 



THEy’RE NOSY CRITTERS.' IT ^ 

TAKES SOMETHIN©- PEE-COOlYAR 

TO LORE ’EM , — 

CLOSE.';— ft. a. 


I RECKON THIS LOOKS 
PLUMB FOOLISH, BUT . 

Z KNOW My 
Tr ANTELOPES.' y 


I FEEL ** 
RIDICKERLUS BUT 
I JEST GOTTA GET 
THAT GRAZING .. 
v >- rr LAND fp 


» ean while, Bullfrog 
grows impatient .. 


r GUESS IT’S UP 
TO ME TO HELP 
MOTHER - — '' 
t NATURE y 


SHUCKS.' I’M LURING 
ANTELOPES, BUT NOT 
•? WHITE ONES.y— 


CONSARN MY LUCK 
I DON’T BELIEVE 
THERE /S ANY 1 
WHITE ANTELOPE.' 7 


AH.' A PERFECT MW/7£ 
ANTELOPE .' THIS WILL Gl 
ME IN SOLID WITH / — 
THE CHIEF.' /——r^=L 




>abby spots the 
fleeing antelope.. 


COME BACK, yUH 
UNGRATEFUL 
CRITTER.' J 


WAL.I’LL BE 
HORN5WOGOLEDJ 


r’abby returns in 
triumph to the 
Indian village.... 


; MUCH 

good; 

THE SPIRITS 
ARE WITH 

US j JZ 


GATHER ROUND, ^ 

FOLKS .'HERE’S V ORE 
GOOD LUCK CHARM.' 


Y iPPBEE! 

1 GOT A WHITE 
ANTELOPE.' 


THEV LOVE ME.'/ I*LL BE A RlNG- 
I RECKON I ^TAILED CATAMOUNT 
COULD BE IF THAT COVOTE 

CHIEF.' -a-y AIN’T USING A-fY 

ANTELOPE/ 


I NOW THE BAR 
NOTHING WILL 
GET THE 
C, .GRAZING 
irfyfc LAMPS 


PREPARE A FEAST/ 
GOOD FORTUNE • 
SMILE5 ON THE 
ANTELOPE TRIBE' 
WE MUST r — 

REWARD OUR y 
FRIEND. y— 


ALL HAIL TO 
THE MIGHTY 
HUNTER < J 


SHUCKS 
l JEST GOT 
A WAV 
WITH 

CRITTERS' 


SURRENDER .' THE BEST DINGguSTEP 
ROPE SLINGER NORTH OF THE PECOSA 
IS AFTER VUH 




WAIT CHIEF.' 
THIS EVIL MAN 
DECEIVES YUH; 


FETCH ME WATER, 
I’LL PROVE THIS 
HAIRY OLE COOT 
IS SWINDLING > 
» YOH.' r — < 


5EE .' IT’S A 
CONSARNEP 
FAKE < 


AIM .' THE 
EVIL SPIRIT 
IS WITH US/ 


THE HAIRY 
MAN IS 
MUCH SAP. 


YOU ARE ) I’M YORE PAL, 
INDIAN’S S CHIEF.' I RECKON 
FRIEND.' WE ) I CAN USE YORE 
GRATEFUL.'/ GRAZING LAND y 
— NOW, EH?jf 


YES.' YOU GET 
LANDS, WHEN 
• YOU FIND 
HEAL WHITE 
ANTELOPE.' . 


SHUCKS, 
I’LL 
NEVER 
. FIND A 
S- REAL 
y ONE.' 


YES, 

CHIEF. 


WE NOT TAKE JUST, 
HAIR, WE TAKE 

WHOLE SCALP J A 


THE EVIL HAIRY' MAN HAS 
TOO MUCH HAIR.' TAKE v 
TO LODGE! y~r -iy- — 


LEGGO.BOYS.' I 
DON’T WANT A 
"—i HAIRCUT' r" 



[side the l odQe, Gabby breaks 


THE TRIBE WILL HATE ME 
FER THIS.' I RECKON 
l COU LP USE A r-jrY > 
LUCKY WHITE f. It J\ 
ANTELOPE 

MYSELF.’ A ///I nV 


STUPID WHITE MAN 

BREAK LODGE 

- POLE .' ' 


free from his captors. 


NOBODY’S GONNA 

OUT MY HAIR BUT 
THE BARBER.' T 


I’LL COVER UP. 


Ami NOTHING AHEAD 
KILL THE y BUT PRAIRIE.' IT’S 
EVIL f GONNA BE TOUGH 
SPIRIT.' ) TO HIDE FROM 
_ - X., THEM h ombres.' 


HE 

MUST NOT 
ESCAPE .' 


IT’S MY ONLY 
CHANCE.' 


jby’s curious behavior attractsa 


AWK .' SOME CRITTER’S 
NOSING AROUND' .5* 
THAT’LL MAKE 
the INJUNS yrY* 
SUSPICIOUS.' J : \\ 
^ \ 


SNIFF. 
SNIFF . 


passer-by...rore other than the 
fabulous white antelope 




THE ORNERY 
CRITTER 
BIT ME.' j 


CpUICK.' GET THE 
OLP MAKER OF 
NOISE ANP 
MISFORTUNE J 


yiPB! 
y/PB ! 

y /-/-//-/ 


WAHOOO 


i’ll be pinobustep.' lags 

I (SOT ME A — '• 
,, MOUNT. 1 UcSH.' 

y > HEAP 

V -f-' I STRONG 
\\ ■ V MEPICIKIE.' 


WHAT IN 
BLAZES IS 
THiS ?. 


WHAT IN 
TARNATION ? 


LEFT ’EM IN 
THE PUST. 


//ALP.' CALL 
, HIM OFF, <• 
6ABBV.' y 


, NICE 
BUTTING, 
WHITEY.' 





< 7009 THINO I <50 T 
A WAY WITH CRITTERS.' 
I RECKON IT’S A CASE OF 
ONE DUMB ANIMAL 
v HELPING OUT ANOTHER ' 


YOU MAY RENT 
OUR ORA2INO 
LA NO 5, TOO, < 
:rr OLP WISE ! 
— \ ONE / 


OW¥%, 


POWERFUL 
FINE VITTLES, 
V CHIEF ! > 










ORIGINAL MOTION PICTURE SOUNDTRACK 


TANS 


THE TEEN Tl 



